2o8             Quentin Durward

The rider was even more singular in his appearance than
the horse which he rode, though that was extremely unlike
the horses of France. Although he managed his palfrey with
great dexterity, he sat with his feet in broad stirrups, some-
thing resembling shovels, so short in the leathers, that his
knees were well-nigh as high as the pommel of his saddle. His
dress was a red turban of small size, In which he wore a sullied
plume, secured by a clasp of silver; his tunic, which was
shaped like those of the Estradiots (a sort of troops whom the
Venetians at that time levied in the provinces, on the eastern
side of their gulf), was green in colour, and tawdrily laced
with gold; he wore very wide drawers or trousers of white,
though none of the cleanest, which gathered beneath the knee,
and his swarthy legs were quite bare, unless for the complicated
laces which bound a pair of sandals on his feet; he had no
spurs, the edge of his large stirrups being so sharp as to serve
to goad the horse in a very severe manner. In a crimson sash
this singular horseman wore a dagger on the right side, and
on the left a short crooked Moorish sword; and by a tarnished
baldric over the shoulder hung the horn which announced his
approach. He had a swarthy and sunburnt visage, with a
thin beard, and piercing dark eyes, a well-formed mouth and
nose, and other features which might have been pronounced
handsome, but for the black elf-locks which hung around his
face, and the air of wildness and emaciation, which rather
seemed to indicate a savage than a civilised man.

" He also is a Bohemian!" said the ladies to each other;
" Holy Mary, will the King again place confidence in these
outcasts ? "

" I will question the man, if it be your pleasure," said
Quentin, " and assure myself of his fidelity as I best may."

Durward, as well as the ladies of Croye, had recognised in
this man's dress and appearance, the habit and the manners of
those vagrants with whom he had nearly been confounded by
the hasty proceedings of Trois-Eschelles and Petit-Andre, and
he, too, entertained very natural apprehensions concerning the
risk of reposing trust in one of that vagrant race,

" Art thou come hither to seek us ? " was his first question.

The stranger nodded.

" And for what purpose ? "

" To guide you to the palace of him of Liege."

"Of the Bishop?"

The Bohemian again nodded.